Dead Man\'s Party 


Author: londonbelow 

Bands: The Sex Pistols 

Characters: Johnny Rotten, Sid Vicious 
Relationships: M/A 

Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Slash] 


Updated: Tue Apr 24 2007 22:09:41 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Dead Man\'s Party 


Author's Notes: 
This came about because | had the Oingo Boingo song Dead Man\'s Party stuck in my head and | had to write a 


depressing ficlet to make it go away. 


Man, | love that song.. 


He tells himself that he does it out of obligation 


There is a cake on the table, frosted to within an inch of its life, candles blazing in the darkened room. A pack 
of cigarettes beside it and a case of some horrible, sugary soda round out the little tableau. Johnny sighs and 
lights one of his own cigs. Sometimes it takes Sid hours to show up. Johnny closes his eyes. 


"Hey." He hears it with his skin, the words tickling down the back of his neck. He turns his head, watches Sid 
through closed eyes. It's strange, but he's gotten used to it. "You remembered.” 


"| always do, my love," he answers, shoving the smokes across the table. Sid takes them gratefully. They're all 


he ever asks for. 


He chatters away happily, smoking cigarette after cigarette. Johnny will have to clean up the butts in the 
morning, but for now he watches Sid through closed eyes and listens patiently to his stories. 


Everyone thinks he's morbid and strange, celebrating Sid's birthday year after year. They pity him, indulge him. 
Maybe he is insane, maybe he does imagine all this. Even he'll admit that it's likely. Then again, there's no harm 
in it. 


Plenty of people leave gifts for the dead. 


